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And need I tell you Gretcher lived
Mmum '

serve ths other—thus
A blessing wasts for all of us

THE BORDER PREACHER.

A Singular But True Story—Lights
and Shadows of Western Life.

Written for This Paper.]

g L1GHT shone from
the open door. of
B the low log struct-
ure that answered
the double purpose
of church and
school-house. The
gleam fell upon the
I, yellowish leaves of
% apaw-paw treethat
stood close to the
path that led to the
door. Beyond the
; paw-paw was an ir-
regular mass that moved restlessly in
the darkness. Observed closely, it
would have resolved itself into a num-
ber of horses tied to sapplings, and
stepping about restlessly as they
stretched their heads toward the tempt-
Ing leaves beyond their reach.

Divine services were going on in the
log building and the tones of the min-
ister floated out into the darkness
in solemn ecadence. Often they
were interrupted by a deep,
grunted “A-a-a-men/" or *“U-m-m-
ah! Yas, Lord!” the manner in
which many border worshippers
express their approbation of the
preacher’s utterances. A mounted
figure came close to the shaft of light
and dismounted. As he did so, 1:23
stam: of the re horses reac
his pimng meﬂe;; he made his
animal fast to & red-bud stem and
grept through the bushes to where the
uneasy equines were tied.

He passed from horse to horse, feel-

. ing swiftly over each, asif in the dark-

pess his hands were doing duty for
eyes in revealing the merits or de-
merits of each animal. The result
was not & pleasing one for he uttered
s grunt of disgust and muttered, half
aloud:

*This yere's the orneriest lay out o’
horses in seven States. Horses, huh!
They're buzzard bait. This leetle
filly is the only one wuth takin.”

The voice of the preacher came
glear and strong tothe ears of the man
among the horses. He listened a mo-
ment as the clear voice told in simple
words the sweet truths of the Bible.
Some how, the words of the Good
Book seemed to the man in the dark-
ness to be addressed directly to him-
pelf, and, presently, as he listened, he
removed his old slouch hat as rever-
ently as if he had been within the

Then, as the words of invitation and
consolation rang out clear and sweet,
the man by the horses removed his
hand from the neck of the little mare
and muttered: “Preacheris a stunner,
shore. Reckon I'll leave the flly.
Might belong to the preacher, an’ bein’
a preacher, o' course, hit's the only
hoss he's got.” ;

As he rg:m:ed to his own animal,
be paused again to listen. Presently,
he dropped the hand that was untying
the bridle, and strode into the bar of
light that shone from the open door. =

“Hanged if I dont try hit a whir
be muttered. “Be'na long time sence
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kicked the unconscious man
he had hardly touched the
_’4: hour after, the pale-faced

hat had fallen from
and the blood from a long
across his forehead had soaked {

E
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SCIOUS MAN TO THE LITTLE LOG HUT.

The preacher’s slight form stag-
gered under the task, but, by a series
of heroic efforts, he managed to con-
vey the unconscious man to the liftle
log hut where he Pived alone. It was
many days before the sufferer could do
more than sit like a helpless child in
the old splint-bottomed rocker and
watch the preacher as he limped

back and forth attending to
the wants of his unexpected
guest. The stranger had been

badly hurt. The blow on his head as
he came in contact with a low-hanging
limb, had very nearly- fractured his
skull, and the kick of the horse had
broken several ribs. However, he
bore his pains without a murmur, and
did little but hold his peace and watch
every movement of the young preacher.
The latter wondered, as the days passed
by, why his guest gave not the least
account of himself and expressed no
desire to see or send any message to
anyone. He did not mention his name,
and the preacher, not given to prying
into the affairs of others, did not ask
it. Each day the preacher seemed to
work harder and grow paler. Night-
ly he preached at one of several log
school-houses, and nightly he walked,
limpingly, to and from the place of
worship, unless one of the congrega-
tion furnished the means of transpor-
tation, and as they rarely did so he
most generally walked. a

During his absences the wounded
man busied himself with reading the
scanty literature of the house or
thought fiercely and often half aloud.

One day, there came a letter ad-
dressed in adainty feminine hand, and
the preacher had almost completed its
answer when the hour arrived for him
to start for the little log church.
After he had gone, the invalid saw
that the letter and its unfinished an-
swer lay on the home-made table, and
without scruples proceeded to read
both.

“Frum his sweetheart,” the invalid
said aloud as he finished reading the
letter. *“Pore leetle gal, I kin almost
seem to see heras I read them lines.
Thar she is, "way back East waitin’ fer
the day when her lover kin send the
money to bring her out yere to him.
The time has be'm a mighty long one
already, she says, but she'll walt fer
him if hit takes half hr life. Brave
leetle girl! Bids him keep up his cour-
age fer she is shore he'll soon git the
money, fer every body’s so generous in
the West, and will pay him well for
his work, she is certain.” )

The invalid paused and shook one
hard fist at an imaginary auditor.

“Yas, hang ye! Pay him well? Yas,
you'll pay him well w'en yer dad-
blamed souls get bigger. If you was
white you'd pay more money an' do
less gruntin' in church. Look at hit!
he went on, with rising wrath. “Yere's
a man an'a Christian a-workin' the
life outen his crippled body to save yer
souls, an’ in return you give him jest
enough to keep him from plumb starv-
in'. All the whole kit uv ye air good
fer is to raise horses fer me to run off.”

Again he shook his fist flercely at
the imaginary auditor.

**Thar's dirt fer ye, the dad-blamed-
est dirty dirt ever I seed worked on a
man. Look at hit! Yere, for workin’
himself to death fer yer souls, ye pay
him so leetle that the time when he
kin bring his leetle waitin' sweet-
heart West seems years off!
Yas, an' yere I am, a-doin’
ye no good an’ stealin’ every one o’ yer
horses Ikin git my hands on. In my
case, ye club together an' offer a re-
ward uv two hundred dollars jist to git
me. Give him starvation .wages an’
have him all the time, an' offer two
hundred dollars jist to have me a few
hours. That's reason, haint hit?™

Then he turned to the unfinished
answer to the letter. Though simply
[ told, it was a story with a° world of
pathos in it, and the reader snuffled
suspiciously once or twice and rubbed
a sun-burned hand across his
eyes., Itdwelt but lightly upon his
trials and spoke most hopefully of the
happy future when they should meet
There was pathos in his very

hoping as it was against almost
It told of the

; ﬁ‘hﬂ"wwﬂmm-
P &h&.mm but -'ﬂ,..-,ﬂ a

—this hero™ he half shouted.
Suddenly, a thoughtseemed to strike

him, and he brought one hard fist

down on the table with a sounding |

thump.

“Ill do hit!” he said, earnestly.
Then, as he seized a pen and a piece
of paper, he muttered again:

“I'll do hit; blamed if I don't! He
shall have his sweetheart, an’ that, too,
mighty quick!” 3

It was after midnight when the
preacher returned and it seemed to
the other that he looked paler and
limped more painfully than usual.

“My friend,™ the preacher said. pres-
ently, ‘I am glad you have so nearly
®ecovered, for this house can shelter
you but a few days longer.”

“W'y?” asked the invalid; ‘‘air ye
gittin' tired o’ me?”

*“Certainly not. But the owner of
this house has warned me to leave be-
cause I am unable to pay the rent
and—"

“Is he a member uv yer congrega-
tion?™

“HB mﬂ

“How much does he give toward
payin’ yer salary?"

“Jt seems as if he could be a trifle_|
more liberal, but the fact is, he gives
just one dollar per month, and I am
almost forced to bez to get that.™

“What'll ye do now?"

I do not know. Doubtless I'll see
my way out of it all, but I do not,
now, I—"

“Parson, will ye do me a favor, one
more oy top o' all you've done fer
me?”

*‘Gladly, if young
preacher replied.

“Take this note to the leader of the
Protective Association—"

*“Amos Hudden?" a

“That's him! He's a partic'lar
friend o' mine. an’ ’'ll be mighty glad
to see me. Do - this right now an’
hit'll be the last thing I'll ask uv ye."

Wher. the young preacher had
limped wearily away in the darkness,

I can,” the

the other thumped the table with one |.

hard fist and chuckled audibly: *Oh,
you bet yer life Amos Hudden'll be
glad to see me! So’ll all the balance
of the vigilantes. Two hundred dol-
lars reward fer me an’' nuthin’ fer the
preacher! Wal, he'll have the two
hundred fer givin' me up an’ the vigi-
lantes'll have me." Then he sat silent-
ly thinking. *I could skin out yit an’
give'’em the slip,” he muttered, pres-
ently. “This means penitentiary or
lyneh; most likely lynch!” He picked
up the letter from the preacher’s
sweetheart, and read it again in his
stumbling way.

“Two hundred dollars'll make them
pore souls happy,” he mused. *“This
yere means lynchin’ fer me, I reckon.
Wal, let ’em lynch! Mebby—meb-
by—" He faltered and paused as if
trying to recollect something.
“‘Mebby—what's that thar verse
in the Bible I yeared the preacher re-
peatin’ t'other night: ‘Greater love
hath no man that he lay down his life
fer his friend.” That's hit, an’ meb-
by—" s

The door opened softly and half a
dozen men with weapons in their hands
entered without a word. Not a move-
ment of the invalid's face showed that
he understood the errand that had
brought these stern, silent men to the
cabin. '

“Howdy!"” he saluted. **Take cheers,
gentiemen.” :

*Jack Harris,” sald the leader of the
vigilantes, ‘*we want you!"

“Wal, haint ye got me?” asked the
other, quietly.

“Yes,” muttered the leader,
we're a-goin’ to keep ye!"

““Wal, I don’t reckon I blame ye,”
Harris answered. “Hit's be’'n a long
time sence ye got a chance at me an’ I
don’t wonder ye want to keep me. Did
the preacher give ye information?”

“Yes.”

“Has he got the reward yit?"

“No, of course not! We want goin’
to do no cash in advance business.”

There was the sound of a struggle at
the door and a voice crying:

“Let me go in! I will go in!”

“Hit’s the preacher,” some one said.
*Bill’s a-holdin' him outside.”

A pistol gleamed from beneath the
table and Jack Harris’ hard hand
leveled it at the leader’s head.”

“Let him in!" he said, sternly.

The preacher’s white face was flush-
ed and there were tears in his eyes as
he limped across the room to Jack
Harris' side.

“Oh, my friend,” he cried, *‘‘what
have Idone? What have I done?"

“Delivered my note, I reckon.”

“Yes, and sold your liberty- for
money! But God knowsI am innocent
of any intent to do so!” He buried his
face in his hands.

“Now,"” said Harris, sternly, *‘Hud-
den, give the parson his reward. W’en
the money’s in his hand I'll drop this
gun. While hit's up you know how
safe your life is!™

*“an'

‘“WwHEN THE MONEY'S IN HIS
DROP THE GUN."

“The vigilantes conferred together
a moment. Then each produced his
pocket-book and dropped a sum of
money into the leader's slouch hat
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laid the pistol beside it. -

goes?
"Hit‘ does jist that™ 9

“An' hoss stealin' means R
don’t bit?» . hﬂlln

“Hit does!”

*“Wal, 1 sentence the prisoner, Jack
Harris, to be hung this day week. In
‘the meantime, I place him in the keep-
in' uv Shorty Myer, the leetlest man in
the crowd, an’ if he let's the prisouner
escape, I'll fine him two dollars and a
half.”

Shorty Myers extracted two dollars
and a half in silver from his pocket
and handed the money to the leader.

“Yere's my fine,” he said.

‘‘An’the preacher keeps the reward?”
Jack Harrl asked of the leader.

“‘An’ the preacher keeps the re-
ward,” the other answered.

“You bet!" ghorused the rest of the
vigilantes. F .

“Wall, any how, TI'll git my rent
now, I reckon,” said a mop-headed
vigilant.

“Sgm Dyson,” said the leader, stern-
ly, “‘git out &an' mount yer filly, less'n
ye want togbe fined, too.”

““Hold on!" said Harris. “Isyerfilly
leetle, with a lump on her jaw?”

“Y&s.“ v

“Good thing I didn’t know hit the
other night.” *

u““hypn

filly; that's all.”
Two weeks after, when the ceremony
was over that made the young preacher
and the bright-faced Eastern girl man
and wife, the bride looked fondly into
her husband’s eyes as she said:
“How much these people seem to
think of you, and how.generous-they
are toward you! Have they been so
ever since you came out here?"
*No, the change took place only a
few weeks ago.”
*And, who werq those stern, rough-
looking men who shouted so when the
ceremony was done?”
“They are the vigilantes.”
+ ¢As] entered the State,” the young
wife said, presently, ‘just such a rough-
looking man asked my name, and,
when I told him, he said: ‘Tell the
parson ye saw Jack Harris, an’ tell
him I hope he'll be happy.” Then he
disappeared.”

‘“‘Heroie Jack!” the young wife ex-
claimed, when the minister had told
her the story. Tom P. MorGAN

ABOUT QUICK TEMPER.
An Unfalling Indication of & Laek of
. Mental Quickness.

A matter not unworthy of remark is
the almost universal claim laid to that
supposed-to-be undesirable possession,
a quick temper. *“I have a frightfully
quick temper!” is an assertion often
made without any sign of regret, rather
with evident self-complacency. And
how often, when, with the intention
of saying something pleasing, we re-
mark upon the sweetness of a friend’s
disposition to the friend in person, are
we met with the reply: “Oh, you're
quite mistaken; I'm one of the quick-
est-tempered people in the world!™
given in a tone that does not imply
modest deprecation of a compliment,
but a decided sense of unappreciated
merit.

Now this willingness—eagerness, it
may even, without exaggeration, be
called—to be convinced of what is ac-
knowledged to be a fault, strikes on
as a curious anomaly. No one would
answer, if told, *“You are very truth-
ful,” *“Oh, no, I'm a constant liar;"
nor, if complimented upon consistent
attention to her own business, would
respond: ‘‘On the contrary,.scandal-.
mongering is my favorite occupation.”
At least no one would give either of
these answers in the serious way in
which the claim to the possession of a
hot temper is made. May there not be,
underlying this inconsistency and ex-
plaining it, a misconception of the real
meaning and source of aquick temper?
To many minds this undesirable trait
seems to be the outcome of many
very admirable qualities. To be
hot-tempered 'means, inferentially,
in such mental vocabularies, to be gen-
erous, and large-mindgd, and unselfish,
and—after a little lapse of time—for-
giving. But I maintain that it means
exactly the reverse of all these things.
If & man be quick-tempered, if he give
way to anger quickly and unrighicously
(for I leave out of the question entire-
ly that righteous wrath which rises for
good reason only, and is quite a differ-
ent matter from temper), he is not gen-
=erous, for he shows no regard for the
comfort of those around him; he isnot
unselfish, for it is safe to say that in
nine cases out of ten, if notin ten outof
ten, his-fury is kindled by some fancied
slight to himself, and is allowed to blaze
simply as an illymination in honor of
his self-esteem; he is not forgiving, be-
cause, though he may recover gquickly
from his aberration, and soon be per-
fectly urbane to the whilom victim of
it, the restoration is simply forgetful-
ness, and to forget the injury inflicted
upon another by his own hasty words,
is by no means synonymous with for-
giveness of injuries he himself may have
received. Last of all, he is not large-
minded. I am convinced that a quick
temper is an unfailing indication of a
limited intelligence and a lack of
mental quickness. If the mind were
large enough to grasp the true rela-
tions of things, to see how small a
point in the universe this temper-rous-
ing episode occupied, and if it ecould
see this quickly—in a fiash of thought
—the outburst would be averted. —4l-
lantic. __'.P s .

- —A.man who has been in the habit
of lying awake nights has discovered

*"Cause if I had you'd a-be'n out a |
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though. sometimes that these very
Republican Senators who are the most
bitter against me have no hesitation”

criticised with some asperity?”’
“]I believe in & cedification of the
pension laws and a complete readjust-

FOR THE FAVORED FEW.
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**These Trusts are the natural offspring of a market artificially restricted.”—
Grover Cleveland, Letter of Acceptqnce.

ment of theirinequalities. They abso-
lutely need it, and if Congressmen
would address themselves to that they
would do the soldiers far more good
than in the passage of private pension
bills. These operate, as a general
thing, unfairly and unequally. That
is to say, some person with Congres-
sional influence succeeds in getting a
pension, when there are many others
in precisely the same case who fail be-
cause they haveno such influence. Now
there should be a general law under
which all could come in, whether they
had influence or not. I have signed
more pension bills than all my prede-
cessors put together, and those I have
vetoed were bills that never should
have been passed. I am willing to
stand before the people on the
reasons I have given for my ve-
toes. It seems like & small matter to
deprive some poor person of twelve
dollars a month from the public Treas-
ury, but why should any person not
justly entifled to it have twelve dol-
lars or twelve cents out of the people's
money? These are matters of prineci-
ple, not of generosity. But some of
my vetoes have been in the interest of
the applicant. Take for instance that
case of Mrs. Smith. T vetoed the bill
because her case was pending in the
Pension Bureau, and if it passed there
she would be entitled to a larger sum
of money than she would get by the
bill. I see by a Walla Walla news-
paper that Mrs Smith's claim has |
passed the Peusion Bureau after I had
‘brutally’ vetoed it. This is true, and
that is the very ground upon which I
did veto it. If I had not ‘brutally’ ve-
toed it Mrs. Smith would have gotten
some $300 or $400 less than she will
get now, because her payment would
have commenced with the passage of
the bill, whereas now it commences
from the time her claim was filed in
the burean.

“The opposition seem to be raking
up & good many stories about you.™

1 do not pretend to keep pace with
the campaign lies manufactured out of
whole.cloth, and I'only wonder at the
ingenuity that devises them. It was
said a short time ago that I had never |
appointed a Catholic priest as chap-
lain in the army or navy. Now, the
fact is there have never been but three

lains in the United States service, and
I appointed twe of them.
« And that story about my saying I

the Protestant religion. I can notim-
agine where people pick up such ab-
surd statements. In the first place I

tion are mere matters of Government-
al policy. I don’t Jook upon religion
as a matter of policy. Thatis some-

Catholic priests appointed as chap- |1

belleved in free trade as I believed in |

don’t believe in free trade at all, and in |
the next place free trade and protec- |

every utterance bespoke his perfect |

sincerity.— Washington Cor. ?
T y ng . Chicago

PROTECTION TRUSTS.

Capitalistic Combinations Fostered by
Existing Tariff Laws.

Here is a list of some of the trusts
that exist in the United States in ocon-
sequence of high tariff:

1. The Street-Rail Trust, butitressed by a
tariff tax of $17 per ton.
émmumwsmmau.s”

pounds, :

2. The Iron Nut and Washer Trust, by s tax
of 82 per 100 pounds.

4 The Barbed Fence Wire Trust, by a tax of
00 cents per 100 pounds.

5 '?: Copper Trust, by o tax of 8050 per 100

un »
-Nc. Tae Lead Trust, by s tax of FL3D per 30

7. The Slate-Penell Trust, by a tax of 30 per
cent., . :

8. The Nickel Trust, by b tax of §15 per 100

9. The Zinc Trust, by atax of #8560 per 100

pounds. » .
10. The Sugar Trust, bya tax of §2 per 100
pounds. 1

11. The Oil-Cloth Trust, by & tay of 40 per
ecent. - ;
12. The Jute-Bag Trust, by a tax of 40 per
cent. | s
1. The Cordage Trust, by » tax of 30 per
cent

14. The Paper Envelope by & tax of 3
per cent. b=
15. The Gutta-Percha Trust, by a tax of 35 per
cent.
18. The Castor Ofl Trust, by a tax of 80 cenls
per gallon. ’
17. The Linseed Oil Trust, by & tax of 8

scid.
0. The Ultramarine Trusi, by & tax of ¥ per
100 pounds. .
The effect of monopoly tariff on cap-
italistic combinations does not stop.

with those above enumerated. The |

tendency of the system 18 to foster
trusts of all kinds, and t0 encourage
close combinations of capitalists hos-

tile to the interests of labor and to in- |

dividual busiress enterprise.—N. X.
Star. DA veid
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It is to be & campaign of
the Democrats
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